B .

e

THE DODGE CITY TIMES,
BURSCRIPTION : tuo_p-r_lo_-r, In Advanes.
NICHOLAS B. KLAINE, - Ebprrom.

“wSOMETIMES.™
Bourrivys—pol often—shen the dars are

ni.

And gouden [ the ripening Golds of grain,
Like cgdimee of some hall-lorgolten song,

THOTE SWieps & me s acroves my beain.
1 bewr the andrmil far st

The drovwsy mirmr |
1 waich the radinnt butterilies thinl pess,

Al | am sad and 10k ot Bear? Sometioes—

Sornelimes,

Sometimes, when royal Wister bolds his

wuy,
When every cloud 83 swept from azure
e
And frowen poed nnd lizhted hearth are oy
With leogtiing lpe and yot more hughing
L
From far«l® days an echo wanders by,
That makes a discond in the Christmas
chimes.
A moment in the danee or talk §slch,
And seom half looety in the crowd some-
Himes—
Bamelines,

Not aften, por for lomg, O friend, my friend,
We wore not lent our life thet we niight
Wi
The fowercrowned Moy of earth hath soon
an el
Ehiuld our falr Spring 8 Jonger sojourn

Lh)
Cores all too saon thie time of fTalding leaves, |

Conme om the oold stort days,  We must

arixe
And go onr way, aml gamer Bome our
=heuves,
Though siune far falnt regret may cloud our
s
) Saqmertimes.
Somvtimes T s o lght alous? divine
In meeting eves af wo thal now are one,
Tmpatient of the tears Uhat rise to mine,
T turn awny to seek some work amdone,
There diwns n look upon sime stranzer (oe:
Leink, ~How like, and yet bBow far less

mr!
And ok, and look azuin, and sevk to troce
A muoment nore your fancied  likeness
them—
Rometimes.

0 snl, swoet thonghts! O foollsh, valn re-
RS

As wise IT were, what time June roses blow,
Tor wes p bowcmiiae the first bioe ¢lolet

W found in Spring has faded Dng ago,
O Jove, my live, If vet by smg of bied,

By Mowersc-nt b some nﬁ poet’s rhymes,
My beart, that fain would be at peace,

stirre
Am | to blame that still | sigh somstimes?
Hnaciimes #

And sometimes know a pang of jealous pain,
That, while | walk all looely, sther oves
May haply smile to yours that smile amin,
Ml:ll the sun and stars of Southern
alle
The m:mn: bt b it win, iF yot
1. who ja calm content would sevk 1o dwell,
Whi will not grieve, vot eannot quite forget,
Biill send a thonght to you, and wish youa
well
Fometimes?
—Lsminy F. Stary, in Time,
.-

HIERUNYMUS POP AND THE BABY

“Now "Osvyuurs Por," said the
mother of that gentle boy, *“you jes
take keer o' dis chile while I'm gone
ter de hangin’. An' don't you leave
dis house on no secount; not if de
skics fall an’ de earth opens ter awaller

er.”
yliimymus grunted gloomily. He

ht it a burning shame that he
should not go o the hanging; but never
had his mother been willing that he
should have the least pleasure in life.
It was either to tend the baby. or mix
the cow’'s food, or to card wool, or cut
wood, or to pick a chicken, or wash
up the floor. or to dmw waler, or to
sprinkle down the clothes—always
something. When everything else
failed, she had & way, that seemed to
her son simply demonise. of setting
him -ttheuﬁa bat. To be sure, she
did not know the letters herself, but
her teaching was none the less vigor-

ous.

“ What's dat. "Onymus?' she wounld
say, pointing at random with her saufl
bnnrto a letter.

“Q"—with a snifl.

“ I8 you sho' 7" —-in a hollow voice.

Woe be unto young Pop if he fal-
tered, and suid it might be a Z. Moth-
er Popkept & rod ready, and used it as
if she was born for nothing else. Nai-
urally he soon learned to stick brazen-
Iy to his first guess. But unfortunate-
Iy he could not remember from one day
to another what he had said; snd his
mother learned, after a time, to distin-
gllh the forms of the letters, and to

ow that a curly letter callea S on
Tuesduy could not possibly be a square-
shaved E on Thursday. v faith once

shactered, "Onymus had to suffer in the
nsual way.

The lad had been tanght at spasmodie
intervals by his sister Savannsh—oom-
monly called Sissy—who went to school,

t on airs, and was always clean.

efore  Hieronymus

hated  her.

o b gl v
r ter, and
would nsk her no questions, even when
most in doubt as to which was which of
the letters G and C.

“ A pretty l.hinﬁ!“ she wonld mutter
to herself, ““if 1 must be a-learnin®
things from my own chile, dat wux de
mos’ volicky buby [ ever had, an’ cos’
me unheerd-of miseries in de time of
ber teethin®.”™

It seemed to Hieronymus that the
climax of his impositions had come,
|whun he was forced to stay ar home
| and mind the baby, while his mother
| and the rest of them trotted off, gay as

larks, to see a man hangl‘l.l.
| It was a hot afternoon. and the un-
willing rurse suffered. The baby
| wonldn't go to fleep.  He put it on the
bed—a feather-bed—and why it didn’t
|drop off to sleep, as a proper baby
| should, was more than the tired soul of

| Hieronymus could tell. He did every- |

(thing fo soothe Tiddlekins. (The in-

| fant had not been named as vet, and by |
way of aflection they addressed it as |
Tiddlekine.) He even went so faras |

to wave the flies away from it with a

mulberry branch for the space of tiveor |

| ten minutes.  Bat as it still fretted and

tossed, he let it severely alone, and the |

| flies settled on the littls black thing ns
| if it havl been a licorice stick.

After awhile Tiddlekins grew ag-
gressive, and began to yell.  Hierony-
mus, who had almost found consolation
| in the contemplation of # bloody picture
| pasted on the wall, cut from the weekl

paper of a wicked city, was deprive
even of this solace.
miserbul little  sercech-owl,” as he
called it in his wrath. He trotted it.
He sang to it the soothing ditty of —
" Tain't never gwine to raln oo mo's
Sun shines down on riel and po’,"*

But all was vain. Finally, in despair,
he undressed Tiddlekinse. He had
heard his mother say, * Ofen and of'en
when a chile is a-screamin’ ita brefl
awsy, “luin't nothin® ails it ‘ecep'n
P‘”-'l
But there were no pins. Plenty of
strings and hard knots; but not a pin to

s | necount for the antics of the unhappy

Tiddlekins.
How it did scream! It lay on the
| stiffiv-braced knees of Hicronyious, and

E:::k«md its face so Ui that it
ked n?lr. had mmm from a

wrinkle mold. There were no tears,
but sharp vells, and roll of
its head, and a distracting mum:f; in
its performances.

* Dia here chile looks *s if it's got de
measles,” muttered Hi, gazing on the
sqn.lrminﬂm I'ilg;'.';,l‘:l eyes of de-

: en, runni fingers over
the neck and breast of the small Tid-
dlekins, he cried, with the air of one
who makes a discovery, “It's got de
heat!  Dafl's what sils Tiddlekins!™
There was really a little breaking out
on the child’s body that might account
for his restlessness and squalls.  And
it was such a hot day! Perspiration
streamed down Hi's k., while his
head was dry.  There was not & quiver
in the tree leaves, and the silver-poplars
showed only their leaden side. The
sunflowers were dro) their big
heads; the flies to stick to the
window-panes, and were too languid to
crawl.

Hieronymus had in him the materi-
als of which philosophers are made. He
said to himself, *“Tain't nothin® but
heat dat’s de matter wid dis I:ahr: so uf
cose he ought ter be cooled off."

But how to cool him off —that was the

and hit intently.

It t the chiefest treasure
of the estale was a deep old well
that in the hottest days vie water

pagne. The

Pop 'elll.h.Aud half way down its
cool hol hung, pretty much all
htb,:glim. milkm‘:ﬁlum pats, fresh
meats- all things that needed to be
leﬁtml in summer da;

¢ looked at the nirming,
wretched, black baby on his lap; then
he looked st the well; and, simple,
straightforwand lad that he was, he put
this and tial together.

“If [ was ter hang Tiddlekins down
de well,” he re “"twouldn't be
mo’ dan three jumps of a flea befo’ he's
as cool na Christmas.”

With this guick-witted youth 1o think
wis 1o act. Befors many minutes be

had stuffed little Tiddlekins into
the well though it must be men-
tioned to his credit that he tied the

baby securely in with his own suspend-
ers.

grest question. Hi_knited his dark |
wa

He picked up **de |

Warmed up with his exertions, con- : to his wife, “Jes rub him awhile, Cyn-
tent in thkm riddance of such bad | thy an' seeif dat won't brivg him roun’."*

rubbish as ekins,” Hieronymus re-
posed himself on the feather
dro
this
small boy.

** Hello, Hi! I say, Hi Pop! whar is
yer?”

!

As she rubbed, he absent-minded

bed, and | miseid the quart eupto his and wi
off intoa sweot slnmber. From | three deop and ;:’iehl gnulr:lha wl:lu-
was aroused by the voice of a'kjbah'rntwnh:nh the inner man

Tiddiekins' papa.
Then who so valorons and so affec-
tionate as he? Dire were his threats

*Here I 8™ crind Hi, starting up. | sgainst Hieronymns, desp his Inmenta-

“What you want ¥
Little Jim Rogers stood in the door-
Way.

“Towzer's dog,” he =aid, in great ' be saved. even if
is go over ter de Judge's fur anudder

excitement, **and daddy’s bull pup

!

tions over his child.

“ My po’ little lammie!™ ho soblwl
* Work away, Cynthy. Dat chile mus’
I should have ter

m::: ter bave a fight dis evenin'. | quart o’ whisky. Nuthin'shall bespared
¥ on quick, if yer wants ter sce de | to save that preciousest kid o' my old

fun."”

Up jumped Hi, and the two boys
were off like o flash,
to Tiddiekyws in the swell buckel,

Nat eme thought | saerificin

Miss Clara did not encournge his self-
proposal; but for all that, it

was not before Tiddleking grew

In due time the Pop family got home, | warm und lively, and winked at his
and Mother Pop, fanning herself, was | father—so that good old man declared

indulgin,

herself suddenly, exclaiming,

land o' Jernsalem! whar's "Unymas an’ | from the pisce of

de baby?”

“1 witnessed Hivronymus,™ said the be

in the moral reflections suit- |
able to the oceasion, when she checked | ing a pig's tail. Savano
“But, it in the ashes, and it had been cut

as he lay on his back, idly suck-

had rowsted

wrk that had shared
the well with Tiddlekins. The pork
to & nvighbor, byv-the-wnyv;

elegunt Savannah, *‘as I wandered | but at such s time the Pop family felt

from school.

of boys, who cheered, without & sign of | and use

disapperation, two canine beasts Uhat
tore each other in deadiy foud.™

“Yer don't mean ter say, Sissy, dat

He was with a multitnde | that thug.:lght dispense with the vain

ceremuony of asking for it
The excitement was over, the baby

aslewp, Miss Clars and the sun

well on its way to China, when a small

"Onymns Pop is gone ter a dog-fight®" | fizure was seen hovering diffidently

“ Such are my meaning,”” said Sissy, | ahout the gzate.

with dignity.

** Den whar's de baby 7"

For answer, a long low wail smote
upon their ears, as Savannah would
have said.

It had a limp air of

| dejection, and seemed to feel some del-

iesey aboat coming further.
“'The miscreant s got back,” re-
marked Savannah,

* Hieronymus," calls Mrs. Pop, ** you

* Fan me!™ cried Mother Pop.“Dat’s | may thank yo' heavenly stars dat you

Tiddlekins' voice.”

* Never min” about fannin’ mammy,"™
eried Weekly, Savannah's twin. a
of fifteen, who could read, was
much addicted ta gory tales of thunder

and blood; *let’s fin” de baby. P'r'a 14 down from the many

he's been murdered by dat roffian
an' dat's his ghos’ dat
M‘Il—lﬂ‘-"

A search was instituted —nnder the | him b

|

ain't a murderer dis summor day- "
** A-wmitin' ter be houg nex' wild-

th | grape-time,” finished Weekly, pless-

N’r. Pop said nothing. Buot he reached
a long thin

something, shaped like n snake, amd

we hears | quivered it in air,

.
Then he walked out to 11§, and taking
the left ear, led him to the

bed, in the bed, in the wash-tub and  woodplle.

the soup-kettle: behind the wood-pile,
and in the pea vines: up the chimney,
No Tiddieking ‘sppeared, thoagh st
No eking appe

they heard him cry.

“*Shade of Ole Hh:kuq.'“ cried the
father P"P *whar, whar 15 dat chile?™
Then, with a sudden lighting of the
eye, ** Unchain de dog.” said he; * he'll
amell him out.™

Th:n was 8 wpennnnPln;d blood-
houn o the menage
that they hepli:ﬁd up all day under a
delusion that he was fieree. y un-
chained this wild animal, and with
many kicks endeavored to goad his nos-
trils to their duty.

It happened that a picce of fresh
pork hung in the well. and Lord Percy
—=s0 was the dog called-—was hungry.
So he hurried with vivacity to
fresh pork.
“De welll™ ghrieked Mother Pop,
tumbling down all in a heap, and lo:ﬂ»

somehow like Turner's * Slave-

ip,"" us one stumpy leg protruded

from the wreck of red flannel and
ruffled petticoats.

* What shall we do?"" said Sissy, with .

S e ot id . o
** Why, git out,” s ;
who was l.ﬂ one of the family.

He began to draw up the well bucket,
ailed by Weekly, who whispered, dark-
ly, ** Dar’ll be anvdder " in town

befo' long, and Hi wonm'i miss dat
mi‘ii

Soon a
then
being securel mlﬁd in
bucket. Bulzokcd o8
box. But he was cool,
no doubt of that.

Merm revived at sight of her
offspring. living, and feebly sucking
h‘-t;(nmh.m hisky bath

“Ef we B w ter
him in!™ she cried. pot

Into the house flew Father Pop,
seized the quart cup, and was over Lo
the white house on the hill in the wink
of a cat's eve.

a little woolly head,

a black body, the rest of him
the well
k-in-the-
was,

s came over to see us resudirate the

infant.™

Mother had Tiddlekins wrapped
in hot when be back; and
with 8 never admired

Mr. Ppp moistened a
with * best of Bourbon," and

here— But I dmw & veil--
Harper's Magazine for June.

Tz purity of John Bright's E
has often been a surprise to tical
hearers, who knew he had en-
joyed in early life but limited advan.
tages of education. Even Mr. Glul-
stone, with his University I:-‘ﬂllﬁ'l and
the literary pursuits of a ife, has
not the command of such a pure and
sinewy style as that which
marks the speeches of the Lancashire

urer, who never went to col-

re or wrote & book. In an interview

with an American friend recently, Mr.
m(-rwdl:‘aul:nhil whie

the origin good ish

He has u.ln.:;lm.d. Iy,
best  nuthors, especinlly the
ears be has road n

style.
the

poets.  For many

every 3 rotiring. He
addadm a complimentary to our
American poets. Of late years, he

said, his evening readings have been
confined 'bnum to AMI:rimnpmu.

w »  Hryant,
m and Lowell wers foremost.
Engiish poets are too obscure and jn-
volved 10 be enjoyed, or to serve as

models. Poetry, he t. like all
should be intelligible, and leave

no reader in doubt of its meani In
i s



